THE FROGS, 1236-1262

You'll get it for an obol, spick and span.
EU.  Not yet, by Zeus ; I've plenty of prologues left.

Oeneus once reaping

AES.                                Lost his bottle of oil.

EU.  Pray let me finish one entire line first.

Oeneus once reaping an abundant harvest,

Offering the firstfruits

AES.                                    Lost his bottle of oil.

DI.   What, in the act of offering ?   Fie !   Who stole it ?
EU.  O don't keep bothering !    Let him try with this !

Zeus, as by Truth's own voice the tale is told,
DI.   No, he'll cut in with " Lost his bottle of oil! "

Those bottles of oil on all your prologues seem

To gather and grow, like styes upon the eye.

Turn to his melodies now for goodness* sake.
EU.  O I can easily show that he's a poor

Melody-maker ; makes them all alike.

CIIOR.              What, O what will be done !

Strange to think that he dare
Blame the bard who has won,
More than all in our days,
Fame and praise for his lays,
Lays so many and fair.
Much I marvel to hear
What the charge he will bring
'Gainst our tragedy king ;
Yea for himself do I fear.

EU.  Wonderful lays !    O yes, you'll see directly.
I'll cut down all his metrical strains to one.0

Homeric hexameter. Then he quotes five which are all identical
with the last twelve syllables of such a line as rbv 5' airaneip&^evos
7rpo<r^i? u-65as tilths 'Ax&^efa. The whole of the discussion on
metres which follows is examined fully by R. in his Introduction.
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